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the other cows on to the gate. I saw the bull coming after me. He
had come after me before but he had never caught me. I saw him
now coming on towards me through the cows. I tried to get
through the gate, but the bull caught me and struck [me] down. I
felt no pain then or afterwards though he had me down on the
ground punishing me for half an hour. I know it was half an hour
the bull had me for I had looked what time it was when I went out
and they told me what time it was when I came into the house
afterwards. No one came to help me or to drive the bull away. No
one knew about it. He "punned" me with his head mostly, but he
ran his horn into my side and into one of my legs. After he had
knocked me about on the ground a long time he got me up and
pushed me through a pleached hedge that had been newly tined.
He did not come after me. Many folk wondered he didn't come
through the hedge after me and kill me. When I came to myself
and stumbled into the house I was bruised all over and covered with
blood, almost naked, with my clothes torn nearly off me, and the
doctor couldn't tell whether I had any eyes or not for they were
quite closed up. I was half unconscious all the time the bull had me
on the ground and I felt no pain, at the time. But I have never been
so strong or well since. I have gatherings on my side and the bull
hurt something within me. I was at home for three months but
after I got well I went back to Bronddu and finished my time till
the May Fair though my friends tried to persuade me not to. But
I always finished my time if I could. I never liked to break my time.
I was not afraid of other cattle afterwards, but I was afraid of that
bull. He was a two-year-old. Master fatted him and killed him.
It was a great mercy the bull did not kill me, but my time was not
come. The Lord was very merciful to me and saved me from him,'
said the girl reverently and humbly. 'The Lord had something else
for me to do.*
And this was one of the sorrowful and haid experiences in that
her young life. A child between eleven and twelve years old.
An election of a Guardian for the parish is coming on and the
place is all in an uproar of excitement. Church versus Chapel and
party feeling running very high. The dissenters are behaving badly.
Easter Sunday, April Eve
A soft warm spring morning of changing sunshine and shower.

